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154 What is Beauty ? 

murderer's doom — now first reflected on — of a parricide's memory— 
these were terrible : impelled by the mere instinct of self-preserva- 
tion, he rushed on to a deep small pond, and buried in it the fatal in- 
strument he carried ; then with the speed and heart of a murderer, fled 
back to the house that had been his father's, entered it unnoticed, tore 
off his clothes, and sprung again into the bed where he was found by 
those who came to break to him the horrible tidings of his father's mur- 
der. He steeled his heart against Fraser's unmerited death, by the 
belief that he was guilty of the only crime he could impute to him, 
that of stealing away the affections of Mary Manser. 

The voice of the guilty man was hushed in coming death ; his lips 
still moved, but they gave no utterance — and his strained, but sightless 
eyeballs were fixed upon the face of him, whose interest in his tale he 
knew not. Every power of the poor old minister seemed lost in one 
intense and all-absorbing feeling, which at lehgtlM broke forth in the 
grateful cry — " My God, thou hast justified my boy !" and he then 
sunk senseless on the ground ; while/as' if restoVed-'to Irfe and strength, 
the dying man sprung upright'in the bed, glared wildlyon 'hia prostrate 
confessor, uttered a wild said bitter cry, anc Sunk Wk/riever'toibreathe 
again. 

From the time tbe body of the wretched Edward Fitoj£Kricfc<wa» in- 
terred without attendants, in the next churcir-yard;*ho' ene evwheard of 
the once beautiful Mary Manser: Btft EHetf J fcevwr- left 'M*.'-JVaser. 
He took her to live with Him on the beautiful 'sftwes^f'-'tioagb Erne. 
One day lie brought her to the Ishhd tttihb, and' made be*'*pe*k'Out a 
name she had not for years heard or uttered, for everi- rft nteirteeB her 
brother's cruel injunction had been remembered. She repeated* it Several 
times, mused on it, and shed tears, the first she ;! had H sl)Serf- siftc* the 
frightful night that had cost her her reason. From that day her mind 
had undergone a change ; and although she was timid, and her manner 
and look continued always singular and rather wild, l &e"2eaiefl to be 
called a maniac. To all, gentle as a lamb; to the jwd thffi&tisr kind, 
affectionate as a child ; he taught her to look up"'afeaye tn^' troubled 
world, and dwell on the hope of another ; and the '^rtttW'of'nis age 
was cheered, and his withered heart felt again almost a father's fondness. 



LINES, 

WRITTEN ON THE APPREHENDED LOSS OF BEAUTY. 

What is beauty ? But a flower, 

Early victim of decay, 
Which the moment of an hoar 

Either gives or takes away. 

Like tbe sunbeam on the fountain, 
Where its light hath dancing shone : 

Like the roebuck on the mountain, 
Here a moment — pass'd and gone. 

Though the moonbeam should be shaded, 
Softly still the night-wave heaves ; 

Though tbe rose's hue be faded. 
Fragrance hangs around its leaves. 

So, though beauty's bloom may perish, 
Though its earth-born glory dies. 

Yet tbe heav'n-taught soul will cherish 
Brighter blossoms for the skies. 
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Where the summer shower steeping, 

May have stain'd (he leaf's bright glow ; 
There the winter tempest sweeping, 

Might have laid the flowret low. 

Where a God of wrath reproving. 

Might hare hnmbled to the grave ; 
There a God of mercy loving. 

Only wounds that be may save. 

Thus the heavenly hand that guides us, 

Bears us through the trying blast ; 
Or some shelter 1 d calm provides us 

Till the.gathering storm be past. 

J. S. M. 



THE PHILOSOPHY OF SLEEP.* 

Sleep*-" Tired nature's sweet restorer ! — balmy sleep !" — the comfort 
of moat other men, has been the very torment of philosophers. We do 
not mean, that to them it has been uniformly the season of distressing 
dreams, and soul-harrowing fantasies ; though from the volume before 
us, we are certainly not led to envy either the slumbers or the visions of 
the studious. We. refer not so much to the dreams of the night, as to 
the interminable and fruitless speculations of the day. Among these, 
the phenomena of sleep have formed a perfect queeslio cruris. Whether 
to place it among entities or non-entities — to describe it as a positive or 
negative influence — to call it an affection of the mind, or a state of the 
body, .have bemsoutcus of endless discussion, which like Horace's river, 
seems destined to, run on, 

" i i ioomne volubilis revum.'' 

While, ta, unhappy Morpheus himself, each succeeding theory of the 
philosophers has been little better than a Procustes' bed, to make him 
commensurate with which, he must be either stretched upon a rack, or 
curtailed of his fair proportions, at the caprice of every would-be meta- 
physician, who. may have taken upon him to give a categorical reply to 
the question, What it sleep ? 

But, besides the difficulty of denning its nature, there are various 
inquiries connected with the subject, about which opinions have been 
entertained by philosophers, as diverse and opposite as those which were 
agitated for centuries with reference to secondary qualities, and which 
divided the metaphysical world into the two great rival schools of No- 
minalists and Realists. And if the pour et cuntre of these questions 
have not been discussed with the same degree of pugnaciousness — if the 
matter have never been determined by the force of blows, that summary 
method of deciding every controversy, be it philosophical, religious, or 
political — thanks, not always to the good temper of the combatants, but 
to the growingly phlegmatic spirit of the philosophy of these modern 



day. 



s the mind conscious in sleep ? Or, is consciousness (and of course 
if we are to believe Locke, personal identity along with it) altogether 
superseded ? Does the mind think, or is it in a state of absolute 
torpor? Is sleep a suspension of some of the mental faculties, while 

* The Philosophy of Sleep. By Robert Macnish. Author of "The Anatomy 
of Drunkenness," and Member of the Faculty of Physicians aud Surgeons of Gla^- 
C«w- GlHsgow •: W. R. M'Phun, 1830. 
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